Local neighbours. William has long been known to a discerning farming circle for his enchanting puppets; now he has won a wider public, For as a carver in wood and ivory he is a Little Master, in the old German sense. Indeed he and his wife do everything well that they set about in house, workshop and garden. For Eve, too, is an exquisite artist, an embroideress and musician. Moreover, she can bake her own bread. A loaf from her is the kindest gift I can receive. Yet her bread, she declares, is baked in the usual way, only she gets her flour from a neighbouring flour mill. What a reflection on our age, when a good loaf of white bread is rarer than the finest delicacies of the table. English butter and English cheese likewise are precious forms of food, obtainable rarely in grand hotel or simple pub.
I was struck, too, by the worsened state of the countryside hereabouts. At Bisley nearby the local landowner had died; this was during the War; since then his estate, on which were several fine farms, came under the hammer. Some of the sitting tenants bought their farms and holdings and are hard put to it to make them pay. Buildings are neglected, dry walls, too, and stone-tiled roofs are replaced with corrugated iron. Other farms near us had been bought cheaply by shrewd dealers in land, who did little or nothing to put them into reasonable repair; and their tenants, scarcely able to make a living, allowed land and buildings to deteriorate still further. I remember William Bateson was shocked when he stayed with us, at the poor farming about Oakridge, at the overgrown hedges, the weeds and thistles—the starved fields, the tumble-down walls. True, the soil was poor and stony; the more need for careful husbandry, he said. Wages were then low enough, yet the small farmers could not, or would not, afford the labour needed. Formerly, I was told, there was a man to every ten acres, now but one for a hundred acres, and in most of die fields given up to pasture were signs of furrows where corn was once grown, even in fields on the steep sides of the valley, which no one now would think of putting under the plough.

